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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor,our fhamedoth laft coo long* 

Sxitmnet 

Enter Pt&o R.the French mankind the h$j, 

Pifi. Eyld car, ejdd air. 

French. O Monfieur,ic you en pree aucs periede moy 0 
PtftMoy (hall not fcruc,I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name. 

2ty.Comant ettes v ous apclles ? 

Fr*#.Monficur Fcr. 

Boy. He fayes his name is mafter Fcr. 

Pifi- lie Fer him, and ferit him,and ferke him. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

Boy.Sh I do not know whats French for Fcr, ferite and 
fearke. 

7>*/?.Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou prcat,ill voulles couple Yotre gorge. 
Pifi. Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnleffc thougiue tome egregious ranfome,dye, 

t One point of a fox. 

Fren. Qui dit ill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy . La gran ranfomc.ill voutucres. 

Fren. O ie vous cn pri petit gcntelhome, parle 
A cec, gran Captaine, pour auez mcrcie 
A moy, ey ice donerees pour mon ranfome’ 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome dc France. 

Pifi. What fayes he boy ? 

Hoy. M arry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfomci 
He will giue you j'oo.Crowncs. 

Pitt. My fury (hall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take,1 

And as I fuckc blood, I will fome mercic (hew. 

Folow 


of Hetty the fift. 

Follow me cur. 

Exit emus 

Enter the King, his Nehles^andPifioU. 

King. What the French retire i 
Yet als not done, the French keepes ftiii the field. 

Ex . The Duke of Yorkc commends him to your Grace. 
jft#.Liue$he good vnklc,twicclfaw himdowne. 
Twice vp againe: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In , which array ,brauc fouldier doth he lye, 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoakc -fellow to his honour-dying wounds* 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorkc all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the gafhes 
That bioudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry deere coufin Suffolke : 

My foulc (hall thinckeepc company in heauen : 

Tarry decrefoule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten field. 

We kept togithcr in our Chiualrys 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp. 

He tooke me by the hand,faide deeremy Lorde > 
Commend my feruice to my Soucraigne* 

So did he turne, and oucr Suffoikcs necke 
He threw his woundcd.*rrae*and fo e(poufd to death 
With blood hefcaled. An argument! 

Of neuer-ending lone. 

The pretty and fwcete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from t»e, which I would hauc ftoptc, 
But I had notfo much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And g^ttemc vp to teares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you* 

I muft conucrt to teares. 

Alarum 
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